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WRESTLING FETISH -- NON-FICTION 


CASE HISTORIES 


Introduction 


A little known but widely practiced female 
perversion is that of wrestling. More and more 
such females are becoming warped and twisted 
with this bizarre fetish which involves performing 
different types of wrestling "games" as a means 
of stimulating the already abnormal libido. 


Wrestling fetish caters to several different 
personal perversions, such as: 


1. Female Homosexuality The females 
have a convenient excuse for close body contact 


that results in stimulation and friction. This 
invariably leads to abnormal sexual exploration 
of lesbianism. 

2. Sadism Many interviewed females 
are sadistic and have a warped perverse thrill 
out of punishing the love object. Wrestling 
satisfies this urge and gives them an easy outlet 
for fulfillment of their twisted urges to inflict 
cruelty upon the partner. 

3. Masochism Many interviewed females 
are masochistic and want to be hurt. They have 
severely deep guilt feelings about sex, and when 
properly punished by being pummelled and nakedly 
humiliated in wrestling, they experience a sub- 
sequent liberation of the emotional blocks and 
can then participate in a lesbian act with lessened 
guilt feelings. 


4. Abnormal Female Perversions The 
forbidden and womewhat shameful acts of cunni- 
lingus (oral friction of the vagina to the point of 
climax) and anilingus (oral application of the 
mouth to the anus) and also breast suckling, are 
given an opportunity for expression during the 
wrestling fetish. When a couple d girls are 
wrestling in near nakedness, their bodies are 
thrust into a variety of provocative positions which 
makes it easier for them to follow through with 
either of the aforementioned sexual perversions. 


The wrestling fetish is one that has been 
seen to twist and warp the already abnormal 
female psyche. It also caters to the exhibitionis- 
tic-voyeuristic urges in many females. Many de- 
light in an audience, but are unable to find one, 
except in privat e parties or in special sex clubs 
that are notoriously rampant in our surburban society. 
So, these females must practice the wrestling 
fetish in private with themselves, if they have 
no other outlet. 


In this volume of scientific, documented and 
well- researched case histories, we shall examine 
the peculiar female perversion of the wrestling 
fetish. 


Two interviewed patients comprise an important 
segment of this volume. 


Mary F., a natural blonde, with serious 
conditions of hypertension, has this to offer: 


"Ilike to wear skyscraper heels and black 
lace hosiery and a tight garter belt, and otherwise 
be naked, with my breasts exposed, and my 


(vaginal orifice) gaping wide open. It is this 
feeling of naked humiliation, together with the 
skyscraper heels or boots, that gives me a 
terrific charge. 


"Then I like to challenge my girl partner to 
wrestle me. We roll on top of the couch, on 
the floor, and we punch and hit each other. 

We poke into each others' privates...the whole 
works. It gets me so hot, I will do just about 
anything with my mouth...or else, the other 
girl does it to me. We almost always have 
orgasms when we wrestle together." 


When asked if she had any sexual climax 
without wrestling fetish, Mae F. said blithely, 


"Only after a lot of work. What kind of work ? 
Oh, rubbing and licking and suckling the clitoris 
and tits, and chewing where a girl likes to be 
chewed. But even so, it isn't as exciting as 
when we first make it with the wrestling. It's 
real horny to have slippery wet bodies rubbing 
against each other, pretending we're in some 
private primitive civilization where anything goes.' 


(PSYCHOSEXUAL COMMENT: This throwback 
to the desire to be a savage is part of the wrest- 
ling fetish syndrome. These females want to 
discard all the refinement and restrictions of 
civilization, go back to the jungle era where 
only the senses ruled the body. It is a way of 
escaping from the confinements of morality and 
abandoning one's self to the complete totality 
of perversion.) 

Another interviewed female wrestling fetish 
devotee, Loretta G., and also a dark-haired 
divorcee, had this to say about her abnormal 
craving. 


Here we can recognize the strong syner- 
gysm of female homosexuality and a depravity 
that finds a peculiar outlet in sexual wrestling 
fetish. 


What may often start as a bit of so-called 
innocent foreplay, may later erupt into a deeply 
rooted perversion and warped compulsion. 


In this volume, much is taken from tape- 
recorded interviews with the participants. It 
is hoped that this volume will help offer light 
upon this dark and mysterious and rather hideous 
type of female perversion. 


CHAPTER 1 
WRESTLING FETISH ON A 


LEATHER COUCH 


Mae F., at age 24, a cocktail lounge 
waitress, remembers feeling frightening vib- 
rations when she would wear a leather garment. 
She would answer the advertisements for leather 
goods, appearing in the sensational weekly 
tabloids as well as in privately circulated mail 
order catalogues. 


"I love to wear leather panties or leather 
bra, or anything that's weird and bizarre. Then 
I read an advertisement in the paper, asking for 
a roommate. The girl on the telephone said she 
liked to 'play games' with her partner, and that 
there were 'no limits.' So, I decided to try it." 


"My marriage was a fizzle. All my husband 
did was 'diddle' me in my snatch, and pull my 
nubbies, lick and suckle a little, and when he 
was red hot, he'd (insert) his (phallus) and jump 
up and down like an animal. A real animal! 
When he finally had his (ejaculation), it wore me 
down. Did І feel any thrill? No, nothing at all. 


"He wouldn't suck me, but he wanted me to 
do it to him! Imagine that! Wanted me to act 
like some cheap whore to take his big thing in 
my mouth! Well, I put up with that as long as 
I could and then we split. 


"How did I find out about this wrestling deal? 
I answered an advertisement for a roommate and 
found out the girl liked to play all kinds of games. 
She was a switch hitter -- the type of girl who 
makes it with men, and with girls, too. So she 
liked variety. 


"She would wrestle me with the deal that 
the loser had to do whatever was demanded of 
her. That really got me hot as if I'd been given 
a stiff dose of Spanish Fly. (Laughs.) So, we'd 
wrestle and fool around, wearing all kinds of 
strange costumes. 


"Some times, I'd wear a harem slave girl's 
costume, other times I'd wear a rubber outfit, 
or one of leather. Usually, I'd let as much of 
me go naked as possible. Why? Because it's 
a terrific thrill to feel breasts rubbing against 
breasts...and one time, I even stuck my nipple 
into a girl's snatch! (Laughs lewdly.) I mean, 
when you're in the wrestling fetish bit, anything 
goes! !" 


Mae F. had been drinking rather heavily 
with Loretta G., the other girl who had advertised 
for a roommate. While Loretta had a spacious 
studio apartment, with a spare convertible bed 
couch, it was obvious she did not care to have 
a permanent roommate. She just wanted to have 
someone with whom she could have perverse 
pleasure. Right now, she looked carefully at 
the blonde girl. 


"Do you like to dominate the other person in 
the love act?" asked dark-haired Loretta, as 
she arched her shoulders, let her big breasts 
roll wildly on her expansive rib cage. "That's the 
best way -- one is to be master, the other is to 
be slave." 


Mae shrugged. She sat down on the leather 
club couch, and subsequently received a jolt 
as the flesh-like leather fondled her near-naked 
perineum. She spread her meaty buttock cheeks 
so that her anal groove would be kissed by the 
leather. 


"Oh, I sometimes like to be the slave. The 
trouble is, who is to decide? Who is to say who 
is master or slave?" Her face grew warm. She 
put down her drink. She liked to move back and 
forth on the leather as it fondled her nether regions. 
"I think we ought to have a game to decide." 


Loretta smirked. She liked the flawless, 
unbelievably white flesh of this girl. Her 
nipples were like pink-pink strawberries. "I'd 
like to dominate you. I'll just make you my little 
slave, then I'll force you to..." (She used obscene 
language to describe an act of tongue penetration 
and insertion of the vaginal and anal orifice.) 


(SEXUAL COMMENT: Loretta later revealed 
that she would be incapable of any reasonable 
measure of sexual satisfaction unless forcing 
the mate into it. The wrestling fetish gratified 
her coarse lusts. Otherwise, she might be 
frigid or else the experience would leave her 
feeling deflated and without intense satisfaction.) 


Mae flinched, but a t the same time, the 
cool and warm wrinkled leather folds of the 
couch were so provocative to her groin, she could 
feel a surge of dynamic lust sweeping through 
her body. 


She even felt her clitoris becoming as 
swollen as her labia majora flaps; it was the 
same response Mae would feel upon more 
personal contact. 


The leather couch was turning her on! 
"No! You're not going to be the master! " 
"Oh yeah! We'll see about that!" 


There was a quick motion. Dark-haired 
Loretta G. lunged, seized hold of the frightened 
Mae's wrists, forced her back on the couch, while 
her balloon-like breasts rolled around in 
milky abandonment. 


She could feel the way the other girl's 
crotch rubbed against hers, The silky friction 
was maddening. It felt as if she would go off 
with an orgasm right at the start. 


Mae F. was frightened as she tried to punch 


the other girl who had masculine-like strength. 


"No! Don't maul my breasts! I want to 
keep them pure!" She was pushed to a sitting 
position, her milky firm thighs apart. She 
could feel the heat from her woman cauldron. 
A shock tore through her as she was the 
recipient of strange, terrifying sensations. 
"Let go of my breasts!" 


"I'll make them black and blue!" 


Loretta seized one enormous mound, twisted 
the craggy nipple, while she dug her dimpled 
knee into the soft tummy of the girl, The other 
girl moaned and tried to grasp as she could 
feel the battering ram of the knee, dividing her 
innards, punishing her cruelly. 


"No! I'll do anything you want! Please... 
000000, don't hurt me!" 


There was a sharp motion. Now, Loretta had the 
upper hand as both of her knees slammed into Mae's 
soft stomach. 


"You're not finished with me yet! You're 
going to be my slave and you're going to beg 
me...to lick and suck me...that's how you 
beg me...until I go off right in your mouth!" 


Mae could feel the other girl's hot breath 
on her delicate parts. She reared back, found her 
shoulders pinned down upon the strangely 
aphrodisia-like leather of the club couch. 


"OHH! You're going to rip my nipples off!" 


"T'll rip your boobs off and make you my 
'man' slave!" Loretta pushed the screaming 
blonde girl onto the couch, and then she 
straddled her waist. "Now...pay me for your 
freedom, slave!" 


"W-what...what do you want?" 
"Suck it!" 


Mae F. swallowed hard. "B-but...I don't 
always like to do that, Loretta. I mean, I just 
like to kiss and rub a girl and then I like to have 
her do it to me." 


There was a blur. 


Loretta's palm slashed forward. The room 
echoed with a sharp crack. Loretta's palm was 
imprinted upon Mae's breast. 


"YEEE OWWWW!!" Shock waves of reverberating 
pain tore th ough Mae's breast, as she felt the 
stunning heat. "Oh please...don't hurt me... 
don't hurt me..." She erupted into a sobbing 
fit. She lay limp and helpless beneath the 
masterful Loretta's weight. "I'll do what you 
want..." 


Mae felt the other girl raise up. A moment 
later, she could feel the naked pudenda. There 
was a strange almond odour anda peculiar 
sweet-sour scent. It added a touch of rot but 


in the heat of their already depraved lust, it 
was satisfying! 


“Now...go on and eat it!" 


Mae felt the full steam of the labia majora. 
Her tongue snaked out. She could feel the 
gristle of Loretta's dark love hair, the abrasive 
quality of the entranceway to this forbidden 
grotto. 


"Agra...ahhhh." 


The two writhedi like that. «Loretta shrilled, 
"Oh, Ilove it! I love it! I love the way you're 
sucking me! Goon! Stick in your tongue, my 
slave! Stick in your tongue, my slave!!!" 


Mae writhed under the verbal and physical 
onslaught, and then she suddenly stiffened. 


Loretta's wet hand was massaging her 
raised pudenda, the fingers inserting into the 
murky depths of her urethral canal, searching 
out the moist innards of her privates. It was 
this form of masturbation, while she was compelled 
to perform cunnilingus, that proved to be so 
sexually erotic. 


"Ahhhh!" 
There were still more shudders. 


Suddenly Loretta surged forth. The close 
confines of the room bounced with her shrill shriek. 


"OHHH! I'm going off! I'm going off! I'm 
doing it! Right in your mouth! " 


Simultaneously, Loretta shoved two fingers 
in and out of the vaginal orifice of the helplessly 
subdued girl. There was a violert shudder. The 
two girls erupted! 


"OHHHH! I LOVE IT! SUCKIT! SUCK IT! 
OHHH!!!" The violent climax sent a dynamic 
surge that shot through Loretta's torso. Her 
milky breasts rolled around. The nipples were as 
craggy and erect as her clitoris. At the same time, 
Mae was being masturbated until she, too, had the 
same sensational climax...and then she locked her 
columnar thighs around the hand as if to imprison 
it, her source of eroticism. 


Much later, the two girls finished naked dual 
showering and then rested. 


But Mae F. was still feeling upset and 
ashamed. 


"I just never did such things like that. I've 
always been the passive one." 


Loretta's hand went to the girl's naked upraised 
pudenda, patted the love hair, made her flinch. 
Two fingers gripped the enlarged clitoris and slid 
the little "foreskin" back and forth, to provoke 
a shuddering shiver and a little giggle. 


"Then it's about time you tried it the other way; 


after all, being queer can be double fun if you 
play it both ways." 


"B-but.. .I just can't..." 


"When you're made a slave...you can, you 
will, do anything!" 


SUMMATION: In the symbiosis of sexual 
wrestling fetish, the sado-masochism is strongly 
evident. Each girl might not otherwise perform 
a degenerate act, but when it is accompanied by 
and/or preceded by wrestling, it arouses strong 
frictions that are difficult to resist. The prime 
purpose of the sexual wrestling fetish is to provide 
a convenient excuse for the practice of female 
perversion. 


CHAPTER 2 
THE WRESTLING MASTER BECOMES 
A SLAVE 
"I did not bruise your boobs!" 
That was the first protest that Loretta G. made 
when Mae showed her the bruised breasts when 
they got together for an evening of television watching 


and dining, some days later. 


"Maybe you had some guy who twisted them? 
I'll bet you go out and pick up men and..." 


Mae F. could feel her anger juices 
coursing through her veins. All the blood 
drained out of her face. 


"You've got a lot of nerve, calling me 
some cheap tramp." 


Both of them had showered, since it was 
an unusually warm and humid day, and were 
still in their panties and sky scraper heels. 
Neither bothered to conceal their breasts. 


(COMMENT: This constant breast exposure 
was part of an exhibitionism that catered to the 
wrestling fetish of these two warped females.) 


"Well," Loretta parried, stepping backwards 
toward the leather couch which she was going to 
sit upon, as they prepared to watch television, 
“you disappear for days or even weeks on end. 
You must be getting your kicks somewhere. And 
I bet you're just trying to transfer the guilt... 
by blaming me for mauling your boobs!" 


That was all Mae could stand. She had been 
chafing at the bit ever since she had been so 
humiliated into performing cunnilingus that now 
she thirsted for revenge. 


(SEXUAL COMMENT: In subsequent inter- 
biew sessions, Mae F. revealed strong guilt 
feelings about either heterosexual or female 
homosexual acts. She had a strong puritanical 
attitude that could not be so easily relieved. It 
created an emotional block that precluded any 
form of normal sexual enjoyment. When she 


participated in an act, it had its resultant 
guilt feelings.) 


"Well, you're not going to get away with 
those nasty remarks." Mae's groin itched. 
"You're going to get punished...and I'm going 
to do it!" 


With a sudden movement, Mae's trunk 
jumped. Her huge breasts danced around. The 
nipples were as rigid as twigs. Down below, 
she could feel the hardening of her clitoris. She 
felt flush-faced. Subconsciously, she had to 
tell herself: 


"I know this is wrong and dirty. I know it 
is abnormal. Wrestling has a fetish hold on me. 
But I have to go through with it. Otherwise, I'll have 
a hang up and a dynamic orgasm that can't explode 
..except through wrestling fetish." 


Aloud, she said, 
"Now! Get down on that couch, my slave!" 


Frightened, the unprepared Loretta G. was 
forced onto the leather couch. Her shoulder 
blades were pinned backward, and her big- 
moon-shaped breasts were pushed upward. 
Simultaneously, she felt the other girl's arm 
twist around, force her pelvic region into a most 
provocative thrust. 


"Get off me! I'll rip your head off, you 
stupid blonde tramp!" 


There was a series of successive whacks. 


"YEEE OWWW! Don't hit my breasts!" Now 
it was the once-masterful Loretta G. who was in 


the position of an obsequious position of humility. 
She had to admit secretly that it did offer a 
peculiar and somewhat embarrassing form of 
sexual exhilaration. "Get off me!" 


The more she fought, the more she was 
punished with a series of hard-as-leather 
whacks on her breasts. 


Mae F. was sweating profusely. 


The room again had a strangely acrid odour 
of woman sweat that was bizarre. 


It had a reeking odour of primitive Amazon 
women who did battle in an arena, and then 
disported themselves in the most depraved and 
degenerate forms of eroticism, deriving an 
abnormal pleasure for themselves...and pro- 
viding the same form of abnormal "pleasure" 
for the depraved and degenerate onlookers of 
the arena. 


These were the abnormal thoughts racing 
through the twisted psyche of the girls. 


"Now...you're going to take my (vagina) and 
you are going to love it -- because you are now 
my slave! Do you understand that!" 


Mae F. was pushing her groin against 
Loretta's still resistant mouth, delighting in 
the way the girl did not want to do it. 


"Ican't. I'm the master!" 


But even as Loretta said it, she could 
feel finger penetration -- but this time, the 
fingers were being inserted into another 
orifice...into the anus region... 


Loretta almost jumped upward. 
"HEY! DON'T STICK FINGERS INTO MY..." 


Her heart-shaped face was suddenly 
Screwed up in a countenance of unbelievable 
embarrassment. Her buttock cheeks yawned 
to accommodate the penetration...and then 
she felt the hot vaginal orifice as it went smashing 
down on her wet lips. 


"You're my slave! You're going to bea 
Slave with your mouth!" 


(SEXUAL ANNOTATION: It might be noted 
that Mae F. derives a strange satisfaction out 
of calling Loretta her slave. It is a throwback 
to her forbidden instincts of sado-masochism, 
and it indicates she does have these weird and 
forbidden bizarre emotions. These are part of 
her wrestling fetish syndrome, even though she 
may be loathe to admit it.) 


NOOO! Don't stick your snatch in my mouth!" 
She tried to jab her knee into the other girl's 
unprotected belly, but this only worsened the 
situation. It made Mae infuriated. 


Mae now shoved her entire pudenda, which 
was as raised and shaped like that of a swollen 
egg. 


"Now...suck it...slave!" 


All the while, Mae F. continued to insert 
her fingers into Loretta's anus, perpetrating 
a form of what might be considered anal sodomy 
-- with the finger! 


Loretta felt her love juices running hotly. 
She squirmed down until she could feel Mae's 
fingers inserted, and producing the most sensa- 
tional and forbidden thrills. 


"Urg...ahhhh.rrr. .agh...ahhh..." 


Loretta's mouth was forced into the feast 
as the lips and tongue worked deep into the 
nether regions... 


And suddenly, Mae erupted. 


"Yeee Owwww! I'm going off! I'm going off! 
Oh, oh, oh, об..." 


A violent earthquake shot through her loins 
as she could feel the rhythmic vibrations of 
the climax shudder from head to toe. 


She could feel every part of her being become 
engorged with a white heat that encompassed her 
from head to toe. Even her breasts were as 
swollen as if someone had been suckling them 
during what should be considered normal loveplay. 


(COMMENT: The wrestling fetish had so 
dominated the scene, that it actually displaced 
what should have been normal foreplay in 
heterosexual relationships. The neurosis was, 
by this time, taking a serious hold upon the 
subconscious of this female.) 


"Ahhhh!!!" 


It was Loretta who had rubbed her naked 
groin against Mae, while the latter was 
anus-teasing...and bringing her to a 
shuddering climax. 


Together, they soared to blissful heights 
of fetish ecstasy. 


Much later, they were both so shaken, they 
could scarcely communicate with one another 
and it appeared that they would have to obtain 
medical help. 


SUMMATION: We see that the slave-master 
syndrome is very strong in wrestling fetishism. 
In this situation, the dominant streak of Loretta 
received a jolt when it was forced to become the 
humiliated one. Loretta G. admitted that it did 
provoke her, but that she would not like to have 
it for a steady diet. Still, she did admit that 
the anus penetration was something new and that 
it produced an embarrassing thrill that made her 
feel guilty. 


As for Mae F., she also said that being the 
master was satisfying, but this is misleading. 
It is satisfying, but solely because it produced 
a form of cunnilingus for herself, So we still 
see that wrestling fetishism is an all-physical 
situation that seeks to take the place of normal 
relation3hips. 


There is no effective or wholesomely satis- 
fying substitute for normal heterosexuality! 


CHAPTER 3 
INTERVIEW WITH LORETTA G. 


Here is a portion of a tape recorded inter- 
view that took place with Loretta G., the con- 
firmed and obsessive wrestling fetish pervert. 


DOCTOR: Have you ever experienced an 
orgasm during normal coitus with a male? 


LORETTA: You sure have a way of coming to 
the point, Doc. 


DOCTOR: If you are going to be snide with 
your remarks, Loretta, you are just wasting your 
time and my time. You came to me for help and 
you are expected to cooperate. Now, are you 
going to answer my questions, or are you going 
to use all sorts of cute comments? 


LORETTA (Taken aback): Oh, I'm sorry... 
I didn't quite mean it that way. 


DOCTOR: Very well. Now, explain if you 
have had an orgasm that was satisfying, during 
normal male sexual intercourse. 


LORETTA: I'm afraid not. Most of the times, 
the males are the ones who have all the fun and 
I just let them stick it into me, push and pull it 
in and out until the males go off, have their 
(ejaculation) and that's that. It always leaves 
me flat. 


DOCTOR: Do you seek to dominate the sex 
picture ? 


LORETTA: Yes. I like to be in charge. ТЕТ 
am the one who is the master, then I am able to 
get a terrific bang out of it. 


DOCTOR: Have you tried it with men? 


LORETTA: Well, I tried wrestling with a 
few guys, but it doesn't always work out so 
well. They don't like all that weird excitement. 
Instead, they seem to prefer just fooling with 
my breasts, playing around with me, just long 
enough to get themselves hot -- and then it's all they 
can do to just stick it in my (vagina) or (anus) 
or even my mouth. Yech! I feel cheap. I wish 
I could make a man use his mouth on me -- any- 
where! 


DOCTOR: Then you want to dominate a male. 
Apparently, you have strong lesbian urges and 
also a strong will to displease the man. You refuse 
to give him any enjoyment, except if it provides 
you enjoyment, too, 


LORETTA: Well, what about me? I'm entitled 
to have some fun too. 


DOCTOR: Granted! You have been mistreated 
by men, and it is obvious that you have a strong 
penis-envy. You are jealous of a man who can 
ejaculate and derive a severely shocking pleasure 
from this miniscule act. You often wish you, too, 
had a phallus and erection so that you could 
derive that measure of satisfaction. You seek an 
orgasm and you find it through lesbian actions 
with a woman in wrestling fetishism, and friction 
of close body contact. 


LORETTA: It sounds so complicated... 
DOCTOR: Just ease your feelings of male 


hatred, Loretta, and the meaning will come through 
to you. 


LORETTA: Shall I stop seeing Mae? 


DOCTOR: It would be helpful. Try to make 
a normal adjustment while we're helping you with 
this series of psychosexual problems. 


SUMMATION: In this particular session, we 
find that penis envy is one strong motivating 
factor with regard to wrestling fetishism. Loretta 
G. wants to be a male! She connects wrestling 
with masculinity and aggressive behaviour. This 
leads to her urge for wrestling which is then 
culminated in enforced cunnilingus. In effect, 
she is raping her partner . This gives Loretta 
a masculine feeling. 


CHAPTER 4 
WRESTLING ON THE FLOOR 


--NAKED 
Mae F. was upset over the fact that Loretta 
was beginning to ease away from her. Where, 
heretofore, the two would have frequent sexual 
sessions, now it appeared that the aggressive, 
masculine Loretta was trying to break away! 


After they had changed into comfortable 
clothes, it was Mae F. who started the eventful 
conflict. 


"That head shrinker is steering you all 
wrong." Mae cupped the soft underside of her 
resilient breasts, lifted up the huge mounds, 
lasciviously rolled them around. The very motion 
made the craggy pink nipples start to emerge 
from their shells. "Maybe you oughta have 
some wrestling with him, eh?" 


Loretta had made the scene with some 
males, but they had left her flat. 


Now, she felt familiar tingling on her 
spine, at the sight and the fragrant odour of 
the lovely female breasts. 


She wondered whether she ought to make it 
with this lovely confection. She saw the pro- 
truding flaps of Mae's genitalia, and the promise 
of a million electrifying bolts of sensation when a 
warm mouth and wet tongue would invade. 


"I don't like wrestling with any man. IfI 
do, I let myself wide open for his... weird ways." 


She stood up, arching her shoulders; with her 
hands on her plump hips, with her buttocks taut, 
and with her waist sucked in, Loretta G. was 
like a modern Venus, with well rounded breasts, 
nugget nipples, and a dividing line betwixt the 
mounds that was a challenge to a fingertip. 


"Well, you ought to try it. Maybe, if you 
lost a wrestling bout with a man, and you were 
forced to (she used coarse and lewd words to 
describe the act of fellatio: that is, to take the 
male erection into the wet mouth and to slide 
the tongue up and down to the point of an orgasm.) 
then you might find out that it's better to have it 
with a girl." 


Loretta could feel herself growing angry. 
"Are you trying to tell me what to do?" 


"Wanna make something out of it?" 


It happened so quickly, that before the 
blonde girl could defend herself, she was 
seized by the golden fleece that went all the 
way down to her back. 


Mae screamed as she was hurtled to the 
floor; her huge marshmallow boobs, with the 
contrasting strawberry pink nipples, did a 
jungle dance on her creamy white chest. 


"Get away from me!" 


Loretta felt the familiar libidianl impulses as 
they ran through her loins. Now, she knew that 
wrestling helf-nakedly with a sweat-soaked lovely 
blonde girl, was the way she could subsequently 
derive a bizarre and abnormal titillation. 


"I won't get away! I'm going to get into you!" 
She slapped Mae across one cheek. 


Mae screamed as a red hot branding iron 
of flashpain throbbed through her head. 


"You hit me!" 
"That's just a free sample." 


Loretta then bent over, grabbed the floundering 
Mae F., started to drag her throughout the room, 
as the girl yelled and screamed to high heaven. 


As for Loretta, she later admitted: 


"It gave me such a sensual feeling of 
terrific power, that I knew I had to be wrestling 
as a fetishist if I ever wanted to have any good 
times, ----actually be a wrestling fetishist! 


"I just love to dominate and be the master 
while I humiliate and degrade the other girl." 


Now, Mae was sobbing and weeping, almost 
on the verge of hysteria. Her breasts became 
cushions as she was turned “bottoms up" and 
the other girl dragged her "cave man style" all 
over the floor. 


"I'll do anything! Please...please..." 
Mae F. was stripped of whatever self-respect 
and composure she may have previously had. 
She was sobbing and weeping, almost on the 
borderline of a collapse. 


"You're not going to get away that easily!" 


Loretta now whacked her like a leather 
belt, using the hard flat of her hand, right across 
her cheek. 


Mae screamed. 


"Oh по" she said, "you're going to make me 
all black and blue! Please...don't hit me...oh 
please...I can't stand it...no...p-lease..." 


She was so torn up, that her panties were in 
shreds. 


Mae's blonde love hair was soft golden 
fleece in her most precious area. She tried to 
conceal herself, but she was so distraught, with 
tears streaking down her face, with her craggy 
nipples bursting, and with an obviously overly 
enlarged clitoris, like a huge bulb, almost 
about to erupt from sensual friction. 


"I'll do what you want, Loretta. I'm sorry.... 
oh please...I'm sorry..." She crumpled ina 
heap and wept like a much punished and 
chastised slave. "Please..." 


Mae was so beaten, she had truly 
become a sexual slave, a loser at the 
wrestling fetish punishment. 


But Loretta was not going to give up that 
easily. 


(PSYCHOSEXUAL COMMENT: In such 
situations of warped sexual wrestling compulsion, 
the female wants to prolong the punishment as 
long as possible. The attitude is the same as during 
an orgasm. It is hoped to make it so prolonged, 
that the ecstasy remains for hours and hours. 
Physiologically, this is impossible. Hence, 
the warping of the sexual attitude, and in the 
case of Loretta G., a dream and hoped for 
orgasm capacity.) 


"Now... .tell me that I am master." 

Loretta stood with both feet firmly on the 
floor. She crossed both arms over her huge 
chest. She loved the feel of the twin pillow 
breasts, and the way Mae was eyeing her 
more intimate anatomy. 


"Now. ..you tell me that! Tell that to me! " 


Mae bit her lip. Her lovely face was twisted 
and contorted and it was tear-streaked. 


"Тоз кы? 
Loretta thrilled at the hesitation. 


She used her huge toe -- and with a sudden 
motion, she stuck it into Mae's orifice. 


Mae gurgled a scream, cluthing onto 
Loretta's foot, the big toe simulating fornication, 
stuffing her vaginal orifice. 


"Ohhhhh...no...no...." She writhed in 
a strange sensual depravity, her body aching 
but at the same time deri ving a carnal and 
abnormal gratification out of this peculiar form 
of urethral canal penetration. "Ohhhhhh...its... 
it's...ohhhhh," she mouthed other words but they 
were obliterated as she gasped and cried. 


"Now...will you say that І am master?" 


Loretta, by using her toe as a phallic 
substitute, derived a strange satisfaction of 
her penis envy. 


In her psyche and her deep libido, she felt 
that she was making up for the deficiency of 
being a "castrated male." 


"Yes...yes...you are master..." Мае Е. 
was so ashamed over what was being done to 
her, that she would have consented to anything if only 
to be relieved further humiliation. "Please... 
just take out your toe..." 


When Loretta removed what her libido told 
her was an erection-duplicate or a strange dildoe, 
she then said in a surly tone, 


"Now, you're going to suck me...and I'll suck 
you, too. And you're not going to go off until 
Тао," 


"B-but...I can't hold back...I'm quick that 
way, when I'm with you." Mae was a victim 


of what the males might consider premature 
ejaculation. Her orgasm capacity was so 
instantaneous, it would have been welcomed 
by males...except that she was unable to 
become stimulated by males! 


Mae's speedy orgasm came through solely 
with females, and then only when subjected to 
this unnatural and distasteful form of humiliation. 


"Then you're going to get whipped, if you go 
off, before I do." 


But .by this time, Loretta G. was so enflamed 
with carnal craving, she could no longer hold 
back. 


Naked, the two of them were on the floor. 


Now, they assumed the classic position 
known as soixante-neuf or " sixty-nine" in 
which each girl used her mouth on the other 
girl's privates during simultaneous cunnilingus. 


Mae was still sobbing. 

"Shut up and (she used lewd words to describe 
cunnilingus) or I'll flay your backside until you 
won't be able to sit down for a year." 

Their bodies were enmeshed. 

Hot tongues stabbed. 

Mae found a terrific jolt of hitherto forbidden 
and somewhat distasteful satisfaction, when her 


tongue and her lips fettered on Loretta's dark 
pelt. 


Her teeth scraped against the clitoris, 
then her tongue dove within the steaming caul- 
dron of the forbidden channel. 


Moans. 
"Agrah...ohhhhhhh..." 


The two continued suctioning...and Loretta 
felt a spasm that foretold of her impending climax. 


"Now! Ohhhhhh..." 
It happened swiftly. 
Ecstasy! 


Suddenly, the both of them started to erupt 
in a series of backbreaking spasms and jolts 
that tore them into a million little pieces. 


"OHHHHHHH!" 


Their mouths fettered on their respected 
nubile and nether regions. 


If an onlooker were to watch, he would see 
woman muscles contorting, buttock cheeks be- 
coming flared and then relaxed as the undulations 
of the female climax surged and overpowered their 
young and vibrant bodies. 


Then, as the earth-shattering rumbles 
became more tranquil, the two of them fell into 
an exhausted semi-sleep. 


Much later, when they recovered, Mae was 
the one to confess, 


"I feel badly about it." 


"But you wanted it!" Loretta traced 
invisible lines on the soft breasts. "I 
thought you said you wanted it." 


"TI did ...butI still feel badly. I mean, 
that I get this horny after wrestling...honestly," 
the tears came out, "I'm so confused, I 
wish I could figure things out!" Ina heap, 
she collapsed and was so shaken, she could 
be controlled. 


SUMMATION: In Mae F.'s situation, since 
she is passive, she has strong feelings of guilt. 
Evidently, these feelings came to the surface and 
now that she has become a practicing lesbian, 
which is further complicated because it requires 
the foreplay of wrestling, all adds up to a form 
of traumatic shock. The feeling of guilt was as 
severe as а whiplash to the raw nerves. 


CHAPTER 5 
THE WRESTLING FETISH UNMASKED 
Here is a brief portion of a tape recorded 
transcript interview, as it took place between 
the consulting psychoanalyst and Mae F. 
DOCTOR: Do you feel you would be able 
to derive sexual thrills with a male -- without 
any wrestling, Mae? 
MAE: I think I could manage it. 


DOCTOR: Did you try? 


MAE: Well...ina way. 


DOCTOR: You'll have to be more specific 
than that, Mae. From what you have told me 
in previous sessions, you did have increasing 
sexual affairs with men, but you were always 
left feeling empty. Perhaps, if you would have 
a session with a male, and request that he bring 
about your orgasm, you would find a new world 
of ecstasy. 


MAE: I could do that but... 
DOCTOR: But what? 


MAE: To be truthful, Doctor, I have to have 
wrestling -- it's about the only way I can become 
stimulated ! 


DOCTOR: Would you be satisfied if a man 
would wrestle with you? 


MAE: I...Ilike a woman, too. 


DOCTOR: Isee. Apparently, you are 
struggling between lesbianism-masochism-and 
wrestling. I will have to give this more ex- 
tensive thinking. I'll make an appointment 
for you in two more weeks. 


SUMMATION: The preceding is self-ex- 
planatory. It does offer encouragement here 
because we can see that Mae is beginning to 
recognize her difficulties. But the problem is 
that Mae still clings to her female homosexuality 
and wrestling fetishism and seems reluctant to 
let go. 


CHAPTER 
BREAK UP 


"All right -- get out of here." Loretta 
G. had slapped and then humiliated Mae by 
shamefacedly masturbating her. "I don't want 
to see you again. If you think you can make it 
with a man...after all I've done for you..." 


"I'm sorry..." 


Mae sobbed all the way to the street. But 
then, she felt better. She was going to meeta 
man,..and it was so wonderful...it was so 
wonderful. 


CONCLUSION : Mae was able to make a 
satisfactory adjustment, but Loretta was not. 
Here we see that the wrestling fetish has different 
holds on the.females. Some are cured. Some 
are not. 


THE END 
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